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Original 'Pottry. 



[June. 



the world ne'pr saw/' heightens the 
Sublimity of the conception, and 
throws an air 0f divinity oyer the 
statue of Veni;s or Apollo. And 
lastly, in the art of living well, cer- 
tainly t)je best of all arts, philoso- 
phers, or wise men of all ages, have 
deemed jt piost useful for the practi- 
cal injitation of mant^ind, to set be- 
fore theip an example in which vir- 
tue may be said to be embodied, and 
vhere we may ^yorship the image of 
the fliyinity, without the dangj^r of 
idolatry. Such we may ?uiJpose was 
the " l)aimon" consuheid by So- 
crateSf and under this point of yiew, 
we view the life aijd adventures of 
the sage Ulysses, a poem, which, 
(if the expression may be excused by 
the .enthusiasm of the reader) 1 
shot^d not scruple to denominate the 

*ACAN SCBIPTCRES. 

I have often admired the beantifql 
ide^l love of Sophia in Rousseau's 
J^qiilfus. She had fallen in love. 



hcfove she saw Emiliiis, wjih the id<>| 
ot her imagination, and indeini the 
object jyas well vvorthy of the rich- 
est and purest fancy. It wa^ \ylth 
TEjLEMAOHys she lipil in lovp, the son 
of plysses, drawn by the pencil of 
Fenelon, in a manner, and with that 
divine gr-ttf, which otily the best of 
hearts cpulfi have imparted to the 
creation of the most elegant taste. 
The 'f beat! iileal" of the other sex, 
is perhaps aecotnplislied iti PtABiss.-i. 
Hab}.owe. 

The foregoing slight remark| ave 
inade with a yiew pf rcponrmending 
the Odyssey in preference to the 
Iliad for the qse of schools, and \ 
venture to add that there is ample 
room for an ■' imlex espurgatorius" 
in the books which are vvanipniy and 
unadvisedly placed before the youth 
of tbesp countries, in their public in; 
stitutions, under the titlp of classic 
literature. A. P. 



ORIGINAL POETRY. 



JO MBTK WITH SOMK SCOTriH PEBBLES. 
(W.rHten iy the late Dr. Haliday.J 

X O her whom more than life Alexis lovps 
The gentle Metis, in whose hapjiy breast, 

\yith jctive vigour every virtue lives, 
Wlio btessiog others,!^ herself most blest. 

■R'hose thoughts are wisdom all re&i'd by 
taste. 
Whose speech is eloquence, luihurt by art, 
'Vhose actiotis go'odiieM, \>y the manner 
grac'd. 
Thoughts, words, and action* flowing 
from the heart. 

What present shall the fond Alexis give. 
Who to his Metis ev'jcj blessing owes"; 

Islifea blessing? Metis bids him'live. 
Is happiness ? She happiness bestows, 

Uo matter what— no present would she 
prize, 
}^or deign accept, did not the giver 
nleaicj 



From me the m^anesf pebble in her eyes, 
Will emulate the costly diamond's blaac- 

^he naked Indian who in caverns dwells. 
And decks the savage whom his soul it- 
dores j ' 
With Pebbles, moss, or variegated shells, 
Gather'd on steep rough rocks' and drea- 
ry shores. ' 

Feels in his breast the mighty passion bpif , 



While the smooth Lord with glossing 
speiches fair, 

Feigning what ne'er he felt Love'a 

sacred flame ; 
With golden ornaments and jewels rare. 
To joyless armi soon bribe's the duw'red 
dame. 

Sut lo ! he quits the useless grown dis- 
guise. 
Deserts her tabic, and neglects her bei}. 



• Some lines of the original manuscript 
are missing. 
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Unmov'd iie views her Icvely ttreaming 
eyes, 
Unmov'd alas, he soon will view her 
deacl. 

Nooiore, no more. ..be dumb njy pratUing 
muse. 
Transgress no longer on her precious 
time, 
l^Cit offer'd trifles lab'ring to excuse. 

You make them worse with load of evil 
rhynie. 

Yet tell her she received from naiure's 
hands, 
A form all elegance, and every gem 
In worth's bright diidem whicV 'foremost 
stands, 
Could fortuneadd one ornament to them? 

Tell her these flinty pebbles of the north, 

Pevoutly plac'd upon her saintly shrine ; 

Will matcmdss lustre ttience derive afld 

worth 

Beyond the products of the Indian mine. 

A.H.H. 

AN APPUESS, 
Sjioi.-n at the Btlfast Tlientrr, tn tie night if 
the latk ins(, kuhen a Play ivai prrforirfed 
J'or the Benefit of the Hufiit ef the Jmsa 
Hart SoqibIt. 

br a member of the society. 

JiiRE laws were fram'd, or arts receiv'd 

th^ir birth. 
Or culture's hand had tsm'd the stubborn 

earth, 
Man helpless liv'd, to solitude confin'd. 
One step exalted o'er the bestial kind j 
And still among the woods and wilds had 

r6am'd. 
To lonely misery perpetual doomed, 
Had not, to ease his woes, propitious heav'n 
One gift of passibg worth in mercy given ; 
Call'd forth the Angel form that guides the 

spheres! 
Thro' all the pcrio4s of revolving years. 
With skill melodious— called, and bade her 

To harmonize a jarring world below. 
She 'Came.;>4he struck the lyre — creation 

ndO'd— 
The fur-clad savage quit the desart wild; 
NatiqB'with natjtsti.by the Spell diving. 
In bonds of social amity combine : 
And cities rise, and navies rid£ the main. 
And teeming plenty crowns the laughiiig 

plain. 
But, as our circling planet she surveys, 
irp mark til' effect oShkt ttaQsforauoglaTs, 



Her fondest gaze, her most enraptured 
smile. 

Was lavish'd on lerne's sea-green isle. 

Here swelled her sweetest notes j the rap- 
tured bard 

From sire to son transmits the notes he 
heai d. 

Henc? ybeii her thunderbolts destruction 
hurled 

Froni northern mountains thro' the western 
world, 

Learning and taste fled from the wild a- 

4j!4 found ? refuge in lerne's arnjs. 
Hence also, when the Dane with hostile 

^HKfSt 

Hung, like the cloud of death, around her 

coast, 
The mighty Brtan fired his wafli|ce band, 
Tp bleed or conquer for their native land. 
He struck the Harp — a thousand faulchibns 

rose 
And hurl'd destruction on a thousand foes. 
" lerne's fleet, even then the uatiop's pride, 
" With keeis impetuous cut the foaming 

" Swept from tlie ocean's face th' impending 

host, 
" And from invasion purged the sacred 

coast. 
" The wounded warrioj;, faint with toils of 

war, 
'i Hence draws a balm to hoal his bleeding 

scar; 
« For as ihe fair-J^iired daughters of the 

Isle 
" With grateful songs his anguish'd soul 

beguile ; ' 
" He drinks with greedy ear the sweet- 
sung strain, 
« And peace and rest succeed to throes of 

pain. 
But now, 9ur hf.av'ti born Harp, with 

other fires 
Tl»n those of war and death, her sons in- 
spires : 
" Now, while destruction's banner wide un- 

jurl'd, 
'f Waves like a' meteor o'er a prostrate 

world ; 
" While nation after nation tottering fa!!, 
" Till all are sunk— one fate involving all; 
" Secure we stand, and, wben tb«t tale we 

hear, 
" If beats the heart, 'tis pity'j throb, not 

fear." 
Oh, sacred Charity ! to thee 'tis given. 
To sanctify the gift bestow'd by Heaven ; 
To bid the strains of harmony arise, 
like grateful inccase to their qatiTe skies ; 



